
Nor. A good direction warlike fbucraignc, Hefberottk 
This found I on my tent this morning. him a pater 

Jockey of Norfolk? be not fo bold. 

For Dickon thy mafier is bought and fold. 

King. Athing demfed by the encmic. 

Go Gentlemen cuery man vnto his charge. 

Let notour babling dreames affright our foules; 
Conldence is but a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifd at firft to keepc the ftrong in awe. 

Our ftrong armes be our conference fwords,our lawe. 
March on, ioyne braucly,let vs to it pell mell. 

If not to heaucn,then hand in hand to hell. 

Hts Oration to his Armie. 

What fliall I fay more then 1 hauc inferd i 
Remember whom you are to cope withall, 

A fort of vagabonds, rafcols and r unawares, 

A feum of Brittains, and bafe lackey pefants. 

Whom their orecloicd country vomits forth, 

To defperate aduentures and afi'urd deftrufticn. 

You deeping fafe,they bring you to vraeft. 

You hauing lands and blcft with beauteous wiues. 

They would reftraine the one,diftaine the other, , 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow J 
Long kept in Brittaine at our mothers coft, 

A milkcfopt,one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fhooes in fnow : 
l ets whip thefe ftraglers ore the fcas againe, 

L ifh hence thefe ouerweening rags of France, 

Thefe famifht beggers wearie of their liucs. 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploy t. 

For want of means poore rats had hangd themfelucs. 

If we be conquered,let men conquer vs, 

And not thefe baftard Brittains whom our fathers 
Hauc in their owne land bcatcn,bobd and thumpt. 

And in record left them the heires of fhame. 

Shall thefe enioy our lands, lie with our wiucs i 
Rauifh our daughters, harkcl hcare their drum, 

Fight Gentlemen of England , fight boldly yeomen, 


Exeunt. 


of Richard the third. 

praw archers draw,your arrowes to the head. 

Spur your proud horfes hard,and ride inbloud, 

/maze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 

^rhat fries lord Stanlcy,will he bring his power? 
fylef. My lord, he doth denicto come. 

King. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Iord,the cncmie is paft the marfh. 

After the battaile let George Stanley die. 

King. A thoufand harts arc great within my bofome, 
Aduance our ftandards,fet vpon our foes. 

Our ancient word of courage fare faint George 
Infpire vs with the fplecnc c f fieri c Dragons, 

Vpon them, viftorie fits ou our hclmes. 

Alar urn yxcur [ions, E nter (fatesbie. 

Catef Refccw my lord of Norffolke, refccw, refccw. 

The king enafts more wonders then a man. 

Daring an oppofite to cueric danger. 

His horfe is flaine.and all on foote he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refccw faire lordjoretfrthe day 13 loft; 

Enter Rjchard. 

Kin. A horfc.a horfe, my kingdom for a horfe. 

Catef. Withdraw my lord,ile helpeyou to a horfe. 

King. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And I will ftand the hazard of the die, 

I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fine hauc I fl aine to day, in ftcad of him, 

A horfe ,a horfe, my kingdomc for a horfe* 

/latum, Enter Richard and Richmond , they fight, Richards is 
jlain,t hen retrait being founded. Enter Rich mod, Dot by, be A* 
ring the crowne,with other Lords^c, 

Ki- God and your armes be praifed vi&orious friends, 
The day is ours, the btoodie dogis dead. 

J>ar. Couragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe here this long vfurped roialties 
From the dead temples of this bloudie wretch, 

Hauc I pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 
Wcarciqcnioy it,and make much ©fit* 

Risk* 










